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In my practice I aim to create a holding space for personal and communal
traumas to reside through writing and the visual. I have longed to create a space of
vulnerability, intimacy, shame and growth for others to exist. The practice of this work
for me is releasing trauma from the body in an act of liberation.
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CHAPTER I: INVENTORY LIST
Spell jar: This feels like the center of my altarpiece. My friend Nicci Arnold’s child, Adi,
helped me set intentions for my installation and where my life is going. We sat on their
bedroom floor and went through different rocks and herbs to put inside of the jar. We
decided to whisper wishes or good intentions inside of the jar. When doing that Adi

Figure 1 Upper part of alter space, pictured: “Spell Jar”, “Elvis Love me Tender Earrings”,
“Jar of ash and eggshell”, “Candle with dried flowers and a love letter”, “Heart Shaped Tiny
Box”, “Metal Cat”, “Hemp Ring”, “rocks”, and “Zine”.

whispered their wish inside and as they were handing it to me, they said “Oh I said hope,
I mean it will”. I think about this a lot when moving through my day. This amazing,
patient, gentle, ten-year-old reminded me that setting goals and manifesting things for
myself is to be intentional with my words. We then sealed the jar with purple wax and
1

cleansed it with incense. While Adi glued stones that they had found on top of the jar
they told me, “This is what I do, give rocks to people to have for good luck”.

Jar of ash and eggshell: I listen to the podcast called Chatty Broads that originated as a
Bachelor recap podcast. Bekah and Jess are the podcasters. Bekah was on a season of
the Bachelor, so she has all of the inside scoop on how the show works. In between
recaps they have guests that talk about witch stuff, relationships, mental health, trauma,
and self-love. There was an episode with a guest that identifies as a witch. She talked
about how crushed up eggshells can symbolize growth and fertility. I mixed eggshells
with cinnamon; this is supposed to bring wealth to your life. Whenever I burn a cone
incense, I put the ashes in there. I see it as a symbol of looking at the past things I
cleanse in order to get to the future.

Rocks: I go to the ‘witch store’ in downtown Bloomington and pick out rocks. I don’t
ever remember what they mean, but I choose ones that relate to how I am feeling in the
moment. It’s my awful attempt at becoming a witch. I’ve been told that my grandma
Midge was witchy. She knew things before they happened. When my mom called to tell
her that she was pregnant with me, my grandma told my mom that she had a dream that
she gave birth to a baby girl. My mom hadn’t told her yet. This is one of many stories I
hold onto of my grandma just knowing everything, being so aware of the people around
her and her surroundings. I try to be this way.

2

Elvis Love me Tender earrings: My grandma had esophageal cancer.
1

She loved Elvis. Every Sunday morning, she would wake up the whole house at 6AM

blasting Elvis. This is how they knew it was time to get up and do chores, like raking the
pink shag carpet. Her dying wish was to go to Graceland to see where the King lived and
was buried. My grandpa took her, and she got these earrings. I’m pretty sure she died a
few months later. They have been in a box until 2020 when I discovered them. She only
had a few months to relish in her dying wish.

Candle with dried flowers and love letter: My partner and I made candles on Valentine’s
day. It was our first time. We wrote each other love letters to put in the bottom and
crushed up flowers to decorate the wax. We kind of messed up and I don’t know that I’ll
be able to ever read the letter. We said that we would tell each other what the letter says
if we can ever reach the bottom.

Hemp ring: My husband and I were sixteen and seventeen when we met. I think he
made this hemp ring for me on our first anniversary? Or maybe Valentine’s day? I can’t

1

I’ve always been afraid to share my memories related to my grandma. She died when I was 2. I feel like I knew
her longer than that. I don’t know if any of my memories of her are real or if I have fabricated them in my mind to
cope with the loss. My mom shared this memory with me through pictures and I remember feeling it so viscerally-I think about it all the time. My grandma had throat cancer and it was visible on neck. The sores were a greenish
yellow with a pink red rim around them, holding everything in. My mom told me I would sit on the bed with her in
the back room and lightly rub her bandages calling them her pretties. At that time I also had already had my
surgery too. We were both experiencing our bodies fighting against our nature to live at the same time. Ever since
she has been gone I have been told by family and her dearest friends that I walk like her, or that in a glance they see
her in me. Her and I are connected on a level that can’t be put into words.

3

remember. He made a bracelet to go along with it. He is not a crafty person but spent a
lot of time making this ring for me. It reminds me of our young love.

Metal cat: My best friend Alex made this for me during a demo in her welding class. She
is a sculptor. It is a portrait of my cat Grandpa. It is a reminder of my friendship and
without Alex I don’t know that I would have made it through undergrad.

Edward Cullen ring: I love Twilight. I don’t know. Edward Cullen has been my man
since I was 11 when I read the books. It is just a reminder of my adolescence and
embracing the things that bring me joy even if it is kind of embarrassing.

Heart Shaped tiny box: My partner gave me this box in a set of gifts that were all pink.
He had a regular customer at work that he would often talk about me with. He told her
that when he thinks of me, he thinks of pink. She told him it was my aura. It resembles
love, kindness, and empathy. When he gave me these things, he said he had a letter that
told me how he feels about me, but he lost it. So, he just spoke the words to me while
describing all of the gifts and reinforcing the qualities that I exude to him and those
around me.

Mother and Daughter book: When I found the Elvis earrings, I also found this tiny book
of information and ‘facts’ to talk about in a mother/daughter relationship. It is in really
good shape. Most of it is totally bullshit and sexist, talking about how to basically live
4

your life for a man. I just pictured my grandma purchasing this book to try and talk with
both of her daughters, but then realizing how insane the sentiments in the writings are,
while putting it away in a box to never be touched again.

Figure 2 Lower part of alter space: pictured “Mother and Daughter Book”, “Choctaw Princess in Training
advertisement, hair noose and letter”, “Paper circle rounds”, “Empty Polaroid” and “Edward Cullen ring”.

Paper circle rounds: They are on the wall with my treasures and the unfinished ones on
my altar. It was early March right before spring break and I laser cut one billion (not
really) paper rounds. I was going to bring them home to work during spring break. I had
a lot of plans for them. The whole world shut down a week later. I didn’t get too far. It
was hard to work in my very tiny apartment with my husband and two cats. I tried to
work on the coffee table, but my cats would run across it knocking things down and
5

playing with the string. It wasn’t in tune with my practice. I couldn’t make. These are the
leftovers.

Burnt green candle: I got this candle at the witch store. I think it resembles
relationships? It is on a gold candle holder, which if you are Leo, you need a lot of gold
on your altar.

Choctaw Princess in Training advertisement, hair noose and letter: Kaylee and I met
walking to school in 5th grade. My mom would bring me to my friend Alyssa’s house
before work so I could walk to school. Kaylee moved from Arizona into a house down the
road from Alyssa. Our friendship waxed and waned throughout school. She moved to
Durango to go to college, and I moved to Sheridan. Three years later I moved to go to
the University of Wyoming, and she called me saying she heard I lived in Laramie and
that she did too. Turned out she lived down the street from me. It was so cold outside. I
put on my winter coat and boots to trudge down the street. My heart was full. She is my
soulmate. She gave me a wish for my show, a manifestation of “a lost childhood dream”
to be the Choctaw princess-in-training and of our friendship. When I moved to
Bloomington, we always joked about how we should give each other a lock of our hair so
when we missed one another we could smell it. Others may feel repulsed but for me it is
so special. 2

2

Coming here was easy. The last few years in Laramie were hell. I wanted to leave, to never have to worry about
seeing him in public again. Whenever I heard anyone speak in Japanese it made my stomach spin, making me want
to reach in and pull out my insides. I still look at my body and remember him telling me, “my wife never lets me
touch her body like this”-tracing the lines up and down. I don’t forgive myself. He had done things like this with

6

Empty polaroid: I was trying to take a picture of myself every day during the first few
weeks of online school this semester (Spring 2022). This is a failed attempt. There is
something about the emptiness of the image with the sliver of light that just feels
important. It is a self-portrait.
Pillow soft sculptures: These are me. These are my family, chosen and blood.

Figure 3 View of “Pillow Soft Sculptures”, “Green Velvet Chair”, Altar Space, “Print”.

other students. He told me that when I was in his bed. In the beginning I never believed it was malicious or
inappropriate. I was an adult and he was an adult. I could make decisions like sleeping with a 52 year old professor
that later I realized had been grooming me for a few years. But he was always seen as the “good guy”.
I let everything he did to me linger in my body for 2 years, while still having to face him in class 4 days a week.
Before I left Laramie, I turned him into the school. I wrote him and his wife a letter-- my friend and I drove to his
house and they put it in his mail slot for me- the type where it drops through the front door and into the entryway. I
stayed in the car. His lights were on. I saw him and his wife eating dinner together at the dining room table where
we would drink too much bourbon together. Another thing I can’t really enjoy anymore because it tastes like him.
After I moved to Bloomington I found out that his wife left him. His kids quit talking to him. Just like he said it
would happen if I told anyone-- that I would ruin his life.

7

My Treasure Chest of Ideas: I found a journal from the 5th grade that had a pocket in
the back titled “My Treasure Chest of Ideas” that was full of outlines for writings from
that time. The journal had pictures of me, my family, my best friends, but also had
images of the Pirates of the Caribbean cast, Tinkerbell, American Girl and swimming.
This inspired me to create a current “My Treasure Chest of Ideas”. The writings were all
hung in my exhibition. They encapsulate a heavy amount of my thoughts or research
that I have done throughout my time in graduate school. A lot of them felt personal, but
they are
ideas,
phrases,
and free
writings
that
came
from 2
years of
online
class.

Figure 4 “My Treasure Chest of Ideas”

They talk about
death, birth, trauma, family, and notes from my manic episode of 2020 when I was
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diagnosed with bipolar disorder;3 just like my grandma. It feels important to read these
writings and see how they connect during the three years. It is more for me. I don’t
expect everyone to read all my words, although I hope they do.

Green velvet chair: I found this chair in Sheridan, Wyoming at a garage sale. It used to
exist in this old couple's basement since the 60’s. I got it for free and it lived in my dorm
for a while. It moved to Ivinson Street in Connor and I’s first place together. It lived in
our apartment on Garfield. We moved across the country, and it came with us to
Bloomington. Now it is in my thesis show. There is something about adding history to
physical objects that feels right. I’ve always had attachments to inanimate objects more
than other people typically do.

Fabric Pieces: I made these at
the Stay Home Gallery and
Residency in Paris, Tennessee. I
hand dyed them, cut them apart,
and hand stitched them back
together.

Figure 5 Fabrics in Paris

3

I thought I was dying. My brain and body had completely stopped communicating and I had no control. I don’t
remember much of an entire month of my life. All I remember is pain, confusion. I thought I was making it all up.
Every doctor I saw said there was nothing physically wrong with me. I was told to “go home and take my meds”.
What the fuck did they think I was doing? I remember being afraid of not being able to be myself again. I felt
immense sadness for Connor having to watch me just exist. It got to a point where one day I woke up crying and I
couldn’t stop because I had to do another day. I was scared when that thought forced its way forward from the back
of my mind. I can’t remember the last time I thought about actually wanting to die.

9

I wanted to put holes in them to make them feel worn, but also so you can see through
them to expose parts of the body. I was writing about them while I was sitting in the
backyard of the residency. 4They were hanging on the clothing line blowing in the wind.
I was writing a story about the holes in my grandpa’s shirt and playing with his moles
while watching cartoons with him in the morning. It felt like I got clarity of my practice
and another relation to how I relate to circles. I cried because I miss my grandpa, but
also because I felt kind of relieved.

Video: The video is
a compilation of
process videos and
videos of me going
about my day during
the residency. My
intentions were to
represent how I
perceive and feel

Figure 6 Video Stills

4

Whenever I was with my grandpa, we would get up in the morning together and watch Loony Toons. It was a
great day when it was Wiley Coyote and the Road Runner. We would sit in his green recliner together before
anyone else woke up. He always wore an extra large white hanes t-shirt to bed that had so many holes in it-- I
never questioned why he kept them to wear to bed every night. I would stick my fingers through the holes
examining his tiny cherry red moles all over his tummy while watching a piano fall from a cliff crushing Wiley
Coyote-- that dang coyote didn’t deserve everything he had done to him. My grandpa died in that green chair in a
white shirt. I can’t remember if it had holes in it or not.
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things in my head. I really wanted to make a video that calls on sensations in the body,
ones of repulsion or relaxation.

Print: I have started to make prints of my pillows, placing them in hair wallpapered
spaces. This print is my title card for the show, “seven:twentyfour”. My birthday is July
24th, along with 3 other ancestors’ that I never met. I also look at the clock at least once
a day at 7:24. The numbers feel really important to me. I think it goes back to the witchy
aspect of my life. The pillow shape that
is on the print is inside of a
mountain/tombstone kind of shape,
along with a puff of purple and white
paper. I have thought about this image
as a version of life and death, but also
home. The pillow I put in the image is
a depiction of my back. I have two
dimples above on lower back from
getting spinal fluid out when I had
cancer as a kid. 5I didn’t know that,

Figure 7 Image of print in installation

5

My body has always been outside of the realm of being considered stereotypically beautiful. Cancer has put a 9
inch scar across my stomach. It is tight, uncomfortable. The now 24 year old scar tissue has attached itself to my
abdomen not allowing for stretching, never being forgiving to growing into my body. I have always struggled with
this. I used to think this is why my father didn’t want me. My body was too ugly for him to want to call me his
daughter. My whole life I have tried so hard to not be fat because I already had what looked like a fat roll. I
remember being in the swimming locker room as a kid and a skinny girl asked me why I had two stomachs. She
said it looked weird. It made me look fat. Hearing this at 10 years old influenced the way I let anyone look at my
body, including myself.
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that is what they were from. Growing up I thought they were sexy because skinny,
beautiful women always had them in my magazine images. Once I was told what they
actually were, I felt differently about them.

Zine: This is a representation of the start of my community. I wanted to facilitate a space
where people were able to share and be a part of this project in the way they felt
necessary. They all took the time to share a part of their life that transformed them into
who they are today. I want to keep doing this somehow. The images in my zine are ones
drawn by the participants and works that I have made spanning the 3 years of graduate
school. Making this piece felt necessary to encapsulate my research throughout graduate
school.

12

CHAPTER II: WHERE IT COMES FROM
My work is motivated by the longing to discover myself in order to live a life full
of pleasure and understanding; to sit in the trials of my life and of those around me,
pushing for growth. Through the journey of making and my research, I have “given
myself the permission to take up more space and expand my reach” by sharing, allowing
room for others (Ahmed 2017, 30). Creating a space to exist in this way is not an easy
task, but one that I strive to continue to achieve despite pushback from others, who are
internalized by capitalistic structures and want me to keep my experiences private. Sara
Ahmed speaks about how “feminism can allow you to reinhabit not only your past but
also your own body” (2017, 30). Even through the shame pressed by society, being
around others that have chosen to live their lives in such a way has reminded me that I
am not alone. I was raised in a way that gave me the ability to do this work, but I have
become more intentional and less afraid to create spaces that push back against harmful
structures that have become more visible today. The desire to expand has come from
relationships with others that have always allowed me to show up as my true self
unapologetically. 6Sharing my personal experiences through the abstracted physical
spaces I create, while also utilizing storytelling functions, is a way to give permission for
others to speak their own stories. I aim to normalize the uncomfortable while building a

A giant syringe filled with bubblegum pink liquid towering over me while being held down. These are one of those
memories that are really vague-- ones where you don’t know if they happened or not. My mom confirmed the pink
medicine was real. And my grandpa and her having to hold me down was true. She told me they had to pinch my
mouth open while holding my arms and legs down because if not I would hit, kick, and spew it out of my mouth
wasting the medicine. Apparently the syringe was not giant though; this was something that I made up.
6
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stronger community in an act of defiance against capitalistic structures telling us we
should hold it all in.
We carry the emotional experience of those that have come before us, as proven
through the study of epigenetics. Through genetics “fragments of life experience,
memory, and body sensations can live on'' living in our unconscious mind with little to
no explanation (Wolynn 2016, 2). 7This does not only come from familial influences, but
how the structures of our society (capitalism, sexism, racism, etc. all the isms) function
in leading us to the nuanced feelings of trauma and pain. The work calls for the audience
to sit uncomfortably with deeply personal stories written by myself and by a network of
friends and acquaintances, compiled in a zine format that I will talk about more in
Chapter II, while reflecting how we exist in life together. While acknowledging the
myriad of ways that we are influenced by our past allows us to feel the present together.
This also makes space for the possibility of unlearning patterns that no longer serve our
bodies and community. Some of these stories may seem as if they are meant to be
buried, but I have chosen to lay them bare.

7

The first 5 years or so of my life I was in the hospital or surrounded by doctors and nurses in my home. I
was born with cancer, my grandma was diagnosed with cancer shortly after and my grandpa followed 3
years later. My mom took care of both of her parents that chose to have at home hospice care. While my
grandma was dying and I was going through various doctor's appointments, I created an imaginary friend
named Macaroni. I would throw fits if there wasn’t a place for him at the table or if the doctors wouldn’t
check his heart too. I don’t remember him, besides when the doctors came to check on my grandma and we
hid under her bed. I remember wanting to be there for her telling him we were going to be fine and no one
could see us. We were going to be fine. My grandma needed us there. I think this is my first memory. My
grandpa was coming, towering down the hallway to get us out from under the bed so the doctors could
come in and shut the door.

14

The memories I call upon
hold a large connection to the
textures, patterns, and colors that
I use in my work. My relationship
to these memories’ repeats in
imagery and in motion during my
process. I have discovered that the
materials I use heavily relate to the
memories that I personally have
dissected. In my installation I
reflect on these memories of
trauma and manifest growth of
myself through soft sculptures,
Figure 8 pillow forms sitting in their hammocks

altars and other visuals. The soft
sculptures, or “pillows” as I like to call them, attempt to depict experiences passed down
from generation to generation that appear to be “deeply entrenched” genetically (Wolyn
2015, 48). Each piece is representative of the next. For example, some of them may
share colors and fabrics, or they have stitching that resembles one another connecting
them through what I view as a lineage. Each form has its own embellishments, but in the
process of creating them intuitively they influenced one another. For example, hairy

15

tufts all over or mole-like textures protruding from the surface. 8I examine the impact of
my memories and the way these shared traumatic events have impacted relationships
with others involved. I try to only speak on how things have nested in my body, but also
acknowledge the influence of another person in the memory. While working, I look at
ways to abstract these sensations in excess and show that there was once a body present
by staining the fabric. I attempt to convey the feeling of otherness, vulnerability, or
disassociation from body and self. I am interested in the relationship that the viewer has
with them because the pillow forms are soft sculptures opening up the desire to caress
and hold them, finding safety and comfort within. My practice of making ritualizes these
familiar sensations and memories in my own body, allowing the ability to dissect
movements in life and reflect on them.
My visual work abstracts senses of seeing and the desire to touch. My work is
heavily influenced by the materials and the process in which I manipulate them. When
the pandemic first started, my materials shifted from paper to fabric due to lack of
access to facilities. Fabric was easy to come by and I believe closely references the body.
The viewer will most likely have an easier time recalling what the textures of the fabrics
and stitches could possibly feel like, considering the human relationship to fabric. The
patterns, textures and colors I use in my work reference bodily memory of myself and of

8

Every year around Christmas time my mom and I go to the dermatologist in Rapid City. We were both blessed
with pasty white skin that burns, peels and reveals new freckles and moles. The whole family would take a trip
there to spend our Christmas money and we would stay at this hotel with a huge indoor waterpark. When we go to
the dermatologist, our appointments are always back to back so we can be there for each other. Earlier in the year
my mom had basal-cell carcinoma on her scalp in two different places, so this round of Christmas appointments
were going to be more thorough. This time I had 18 moles removed in one sitting-- 12 with stitches and the others
just a shave. I watched how they removed parts of my skin I had known for most of my life, the moles that made my
knees look identical and ones that made me think my shoulders were cute.

16

those around me. For example, medical trauma from my own cancer and of other family
members and sexual trauma. Since experiences are recollections, I often refer to the
emotions of these memories to recreate them as well. I refer to these abstractions as
“emotion in shape”9. The purpose of calling on these familiar patterns of skin, cellular
like textures and playful shapes like circles, is to have the viewer leaving my work
engaging their own bodily sensations; tapping into their experience in the world. I want
to share experiences with others, in hopes that the viewer can find a way to open up to
take up more space.

9

In my pictures I had long hair. I was wearing Minnie Mouse overalls with a light pink shirt underneath. I was
holding a stuffed horse I think, I can’t remember and my hair was down to my shoulders with bangs. I was
standing-- smiling, but uncertain of the man behind me that was my dad. This was the first time we met. My
grandma told me that my dad was a confused, sensitive man; he loves me the way he knows how. Apparently when
he found out about me he collapsed on the kitchen floor with his face in his hands sobbing. His girlfriend at the time
told him that we had to do a paternity test, but it was undeniable that I was his child. Both our eyes are the same
sky blue that turns teal when we cry.

17

Throughout my practice I have tried to convey these emotions in shape in a
variety of ways such as, prints, embroidery and sculpture. I was inspired to move into
creating a moving image that is projected amongst my physical forms. As I have stated

Figure 9 Video installation in "seven:twentyfour"

before, my process heavily reflects my content, so I decided to document my day-to-day
rituals and the rituals of making. The process of editing video allows me to distort and
abstract the process of making. Recurring motifs like circles, materials, and references
to the body are reflected in the color and imagery in the video. When I was collecting
these short clips the guiding prompt I gave myself was to record things of interest and
pay attention to things in closer detail. The video functions as a representation of the
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memories of my body moving through the world.10 The imagery is highly tactile,
influencing the viewer to relate to the concept these abstracted images bring together. I
have chosen to project this video on the opposite wall of the installation asking the
viewer to sit in my chair, watch the video and engage with the objects on the side table.
The installation and works within it not only provide imagery for the viewer to
see, but also share a tactile experience,
hopefully prompting the viewer to confront
their own memories. I have arranged the
installation in a multitude of ways. One of
Figure 10 CVA 110 install- Peytin and Cooper
Gibson playing with their shadows on the wall.

them being extremely overwhelming with a
room full of people, but calming when it was
shared with people coming and going while
lying on the cold floor of CVA 110. Some of
them played with the shadows on the walls
with me and experienced how the fabrics
distorted our projection. Others chose to lay

with me and experience the piece from the floor, sometimes in silence and other times

10

As I have gotten older my body has grown, stretched, sagged, but I have become loving and protective of my
body. I have learned to celebrate and enjoy moments when I am gaining weight and my stretch marks turn into a
soft lilac color or how one side of my stomach folds over more than the other because of my taut scar, so then I can
stick my hand under when falling asleep in bed.
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talking about whatever came to mind. For the thesis exhibition, I wanted to create a
space where a viewer feels welcome to spend time, where they feel comfortable and safe.
I brought in a chair from home that I found on the side of the road in Wyoming when I
was 19. I placed it next to a round side table I bought here in Bloomington and placed an

Figure 11 install shot of "seven:twentyfour"- chair, altar, pillows and projector.

altar with collected items from loved ones, and a version of this supportive statement in
zine form to hold and read. While the viewer sits amongst the soft sculpture pillow
forms in my chair from Wyoming, flipping through the pages of my zine, a warm
projector hums. Installation art invites both the artist and viewer to consider their
relationship of bodies to the space. Through exploring different ways to set up the
installation, I find each iteration provides multiple ways for a viewer to move through
the space and relate to the work.
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In the process of creating my thesis, I received pushback when openly sharing
parts of my life that, to me, are personal. Others view this content as private. The
reactions to my own trauma writings led me to contemplate the cultural norms on
personal versus private stories. Privacy is something that is only shared with those that
have been granted access, something to be protected from others, but it can also be
hiding access to tools, whether that be something physical or emotional, that others
don’t have the luxury to have in their own life. The idea of the "personal" invokes
notions of protection: something meant for oneself but carries the implication that the
personal can be shared, whether that be an object or knowledge. The act of sharing
personal experiences can be weaponized by others as a tool to devalue the self.11 Giving
others access to these experiences can affect perception of character; this is not a binary,
and nuance is essential to understanding the sharing of traumatic experiences. Roxane
Gay recently authored a short essay titled Writing into the Wound: Understanding
trauma, truth and language that narrates her experience in writing about trauma and
how she navigated her experience into a writing workshop. Gay speaks about how
trauma writing is not only about purging the pain, but “... confront[ing] the shame and
heartbreak and disgust and humiliation and rage… [you] have to confront injustice,
cruelty and unfairness” (2022, 12). The structures of our society tell us to keep emotions
private, but this restrains the universal aspect of living. Most of us, at one time or

11

Admitting that what I had done was inappropriate was extremely hard. I really felt as if it was my fault and
maybe I still do a bit. Knowing he had done this to others made me feel like it was me that had to end the cycle.
Everything was perceived as consensual by myself in the moment, but looking back I understand how much
manipulation was used to convince me to let him touch me.
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another, experience shame, humiliation, and rage. To avoid shame, we must not speak
of the experiences that encapsulate these feelings (brown 2019, 275). By
unapologetically embracing shame in my work, it is my hope that others question their
own feelings of being uncomfortable when engaging with stories that confront the topics
of trauma.
In creating a space for others to be vulnerable within the context of the zine, I
find myself feeling brave and honest with myself, reflecting these universal human
qualities to those around me. The
communal act of sharing these
memories is relieving. Listening to
others share intimately with me their
experiences is deserving. While the
knowledge of painful experiences might
cause judgment or shame, it also bonds
people together. The shared stories
aren’t always memories of pain or loss,
but formative lessons carried through
life. In the visual work this is present
through the aesthetic of beauty. The

Figure 12 process shot of fabric pieces made in Paris, TN
at Stay Home Gallery and Residency.

colors are mixed with the tension of
fabric, string, and imagery that others might view as grotesque. My experiences are ones
that present ways to understand how I move through the world the way that I do.
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Trauma controls the way your brain and body remember events, sometimes
leading to no longer recognizing or remembering the memory at all (Wolynn 2016, 15).
For me, these relations repeat in imagery and in motion within the work. By the process
of discovery, the materials I use heavily relate to the memories that I have dissected.
When choosing textiles I select the fabrics based on their tactile quality visually and
physically. I gravitate towards non bleached fabrics with larger wefts that hold stains
well and can effectively be printed on. The installation utilizes fabrics like cheesecloth,
muslin and stretchy fabrics, with various striped patterns on them that resemble stretch
marks on the body. Even the way that the stretchy fabric takes dye resembles the
different color tones that make up stretch marks and skin. Stitching materials like fabric
symbolically and physically mirror stitching skin back together, referencing medical
trauma, or physical embellishments like tattoos and piercings.12 The stitches are sloppy
and fragile but in gentle hands, the stitches hold the materials together. By hand
stitching the forms together, I connect the materials with intentional care. Putting these
materials in close physical relationships creates new meanings, while retaining their
individual material qualities.
Trauma is an experience that can’t be told out loud; it is a sensation that comes
flooding back. I explore relationships between bodies, experience and memory;
questioning how the relationships, and the forms in my work, hold true to one another.
A sensation is a response felt by the skin, leaving the body with something that cannot
be controlled and it is “how a body is in contact with the [a] world…” (Ahmed 2017, 22).
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Going through life, it can be difficult to separate these sensations from our day to day,
often shaping decisions that we face, allowing some traumas to be visible and others not
(Wolynn 2016, 48). Trauma can manifest physically in our bodies, but it can also shape
our personalities. 13In my practice, I mimic these subconscious actions while allowing
myself to work intuitively, leaving room for spontaneous change from form to form, or
how I choose to install my work.
The weight of trauma within the body manifests in different ways from person to
person. Acknowledging our experiences of trauma allows for a lifetime of growth and
healing, although one must put a name to pain in order to do so (Wolynn 2016, 16).
When writing or making I fear talking about the personal. Embracing the fear in my
creative process, is connected to the understanding that sharing the personal may invite
feelings of shame and guilt. I constantly wonder if I am misrepresenting others' stories,
or that I am talking about something meant to be ‘private’. 12We are inherently taught to
feel shame when sharing about our experience in our bodies. By inviting these feelings
to surface, we challenge white supremacist capitalist structures (brown 2019, 328). The
conceptual focus of my work mirrors these challenges; allowing a space for reflection

12

I am so much more aware than I was before of how men act around me, other women or femme presenting
people. I am harsh and quick to judge and hard to persuade in any other direction. Giving what happened to me a
name is uncomfortable. In my gut I feel as though I was assaulted. By the time I reported him it had been almost 2
years. He still works there. It wasn’t so cut and dry, but I don’t know that it ever is. He also had me drunk every
time we were together so I was most likely drunkenly okay with everything, but I really can’t remember.
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and speaking of experiences that society tells us shouldn’t matter to others. Circles and
skin-like textures recur
throughout my work. I feel
connected to the circular shapes,
relating to them as if they are a
part of my being or my own
shape; like the sores on my
grandmas neck or the holes in my
grandpas t-shirts. I enjoy the
sense of never-ending motion
Figure 13 Install shot of projection through fabric pieces

when physically creating a
circular shape. While reading “Feeling from Within” in the book Pleasure Activism by
adrienne maree brown, she talks about memories that she has displaced therefore going
into the survival mode of dissociation, which often happens to me as well (2019, 275).
brown talks about a recurring feeling of “imagining myself as a little ball of energy
dropping down into my mysterious body” to try and gain consciousness within herself
again (2019, 275). Reading this made me understand the disconnect of my own body
and the longing to be a circle, exist in circles, or physically make circles. They hold
something inside or keep something out, never letting anything puncture their walls
unless left open, demanding a physical alteration.
My creations are intertwined with their own identity with a reminiscence of one
another throughout their creative lineage. In this, my goal is to create a space for having
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conversations about trauma and healing, despite the difficulty in doing so. I create my
artwork intuitively, there is a clear purpose to each color I choose, each stitch I make, or
what visuals I use to encapsulate my personal sensations of body. Creating in this way
allows me to dive into the intersections of life and explore how trauma affects me and
those that came before me. I intend to invite the viewer to come into the space where
these memories are held, and for the viewer to reflect on their own sensations within
their body and life through these forms. By allowing the space to physically or
linguistically exist, it gives others a place to have conversations and share intimate
memories. It offers a commitment to confronting traumas in the attempt to not pass
them along to the generations to come.

Figure 14 the entire installation of "seven:twentyfour"
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CHAPTER III: THOSE THAT HAVE SHARED
Making a zine for my thesis for others to intimately hold, fondle, caress,
contemplate calls on all lonely people to share a space and create a community of
sharing and vulnerability. I grew up in the punk scene, rooted in the spirit of resistance.
The punk scene is not exempt from the influence of toxic masculinity and sexism. My
partner plays in bands and thus, I attend many punk music shows. As a queer femme,
these spaces can be difficult to navigate due to the tendency to be male-led. With the
implicit understanding that "not all men" consciously reinforce these hegemonies, I've
been part of the punk "scene" long enough to know these spaces are not always inviting
to those who don't fit into a hetero/cis-gendered standard. I've felt the impulse at shows
to steal the microphone and let my existence be known. Despite the difficulties of being
involved in the punk scene, the special moments of yelling, crying and being shoved
around in a crowd of sweaty bodies involves a lot of trust and respect for those around
you.
For me, I discovered my first zine at a punk show in my hometown of Gillette,
Wyoming. My friend's band Wizzard Business (now disbanded) was playing with a
touring band called Cage Bird Songs from Laramie, Wyoming. (Fast forward a few years
my partner and I would become great friends with all of them when we moved to
Laramie for our undergrad degree). The zine is called “Issue number one:derobing a
feminist” by calamity jane. Growing up in a conservative community, feminism was a
word I did not learn until I was in college. During my first semester of art school, a
professor told me, “you are making feminist art”. “derobing a feminist” became a pivotal
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piece of writing to the person I am today. The zine breaks down ‘what a feminist looks
like’, myths of feminism, the different waves, terminologies often used in feminist
theory, etc. This knowledge was a turning point; I then saw that the unpretentious
format of the zine and its approach to accessible and digestible information could be a
tool through which to understand important topics. At my small community college in
Sheridan, Wyoming there were no feminist/queer theory courses for me to take– only
this zine and other young feminists around me to learn from. (This all later led to me
getting a minor in Women and Gender Studies when I move onto university).
I discovered the genre of “Perzines” (personal zine) in the book Notes from the
Underground:Zine and the Politics of Alternative Culture by Stephen Duncombe (2001,
27) Duncombe defines the genre as a compilation of intimate stories that are meant for
your diary but are retold for an outside audience (Duncombe 2001). Perzines share
commonalities with memoirs, a genre of writing I've always been drawn to. A liberating
and democratic aspect of the zine is that its author need not have prestigious credentials
in order to be published. Zines need no permission to be shared, no editors, copywriters,
or approval boards. The format of the zine allows the author to connect with the world
around them, without approval from others. “In other words, perzines are created by
people who have not been “authorized” to do this kind of writing: losers” (Duncomb
2001, 27). I like to think of it as a radical act, being a loser and going against the societal
norms of how to take up space in the world. People writing about their life in a way that
feels right embodies what it means to survive in a world that feels like it is on fire right
now. This feels cheesy to say, but we are just vessels full of bits of matter that make us,
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us. We walk around constantly thinking about the things that drive us every day to
survive and how beautiful is that?
*even though it can be fucking hard*

Fast forward to right now:
February 2022. I have my BFA in studio art, a minor in Gender and Women’s Studies. I
am currently in graduate school for an MFA in Printmaking with enough credits for a
WGS certificate, but you know (pandemic, graduate school and depression don’t mix
well). My current work has allowed me to be my most authentic self, open, honest, and
vulnerable. I dream of fostering communities of understanding and pleasure in all the
good and bad things that make up being a human, going against all the capitalistic
structures. I want to be able to reach out and connect in ways that can impact others for
the better. Asking others to write their experience without the judgment of academic
structures are therapeutic for the writer. There is nothing that they can do wrong but
just write. I hope that those that have chosen to share feel their importance in this work
and know that there are so many people that are able to relate to their experience. The
images you see below are a compilation of stories from the zine written by fellow losers
(as Duncome would say) uniting to try and make a difference and I couldn’t ask for
anything more.
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Figure 15 Zine entry #1
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Figure 16 Zine entry #2
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Figure 17 Zine entry #3

32

Figure 18 Zine entry #4
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Figure 19 Zine entry #5
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Figure 20 Zine entry #6
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Figure 21 Zine entry #7
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Figure 22 Zine entry #8
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Figure 23 Zine entry #9

!
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Figure 24 Zine entry #10
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Figure 25 Zine entry #11

40

Figure 26 Zine entry #12
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CHAPTER IV: REFLECTION OF MY TIME
My time at ISU has been a valuable experience in reminding me that I am
capable of making and how important my voice is in my work. In academia, it is hard to
remember these things. During my entire art career, I have gotten mixed advice on
whether making autobiographical work is important because how are others going to
relate to a life that they haven’t lived? Being in graduate school I chose to fall into it and
be too personal, make people uncomfortable, but making it productive was the struggle.
Who was I making my work for besides myself? My hopes are that those that chose to
push back on the idea of sharing personal stories are questioning why the writings or
content made them uncomfortable and how they can move into those feelings. Through
this, I realized how important having the community to support this idea is so
important. Afterall, the aspect of being able to be open with others and them in return
was the reason I felt so inclined to make this work. I’ve always felt a feeling of pleasure
and intimacy when reading works of fiction and memoirs written by strong female
and/or queer writers like: bell hooks, Sylvia Plath, Abi Jacobson, Margaret Kimball,
adrienne maree brown, Roxane Gay, Sonya Renee Taylor, Michelle Zauner, and the list
can go on and on. There is something about being trusted with someone's life story in
the tangible form of a book that ignites the feeling of shared experience and empathy.
Engaging in writing like this inspired me to create a written piece, like my zine, to put
value on unfiltered, immediate ways of storytelling.
The zine was born from this idea but was originally going to be just my writing. I
was struggling to find the ways to include other people to build the community because I
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was worried that others wouldn’t want to participate. I put a call on Instagram reaching
out to my followers asking for their participation to share experiences with me that have
heavily influenced the way they move through life, ultimately to create a communal
space in a zine to be shared with others. The goal was to have their voice, their
handwriting and their imagery involved in whatever ways they wanted to. Their
submission could be anonymous, it could be abstract or straight to the point; I really
wanted them to have their own agency in how they presented their words. Once they
were done, they were mailed to me or handed off. The sheer amount of vulnerability and
trust that these people, friends, acquaintances and strangers had in me was special. The
responses I have received from sharing the finished product of the zine have been
overwhelmingly positive. Those that have chosen to participate have expressed that
their words feel important and seen. It was my duty to present them in a way that gave
their existence in this world care and grace.
Being able to create an environment of comfort and belonging was my first step
in creating my installation in relation to my zine. When installing, I started with the
painting of the wall of a big pink arching blob. I knew I wanted to create the space in a
way that felt natural to the viewer to move through. During the install, people were
walking into the space saying that they could spend hours just relaxing in it. Graduate
students and undergraduates that were helping, were sitting in the chair to relax or work
on other things while I was hanging my pillows. My hope is that even in a gallery setting
that the viewers can come in and do the same. I want them to be able to sit and engage
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with the writings of the ones who chose to lay things bare with me, or even just sit in the
sensations of comfort surrounded.
The way that I set the space up was a success. During the reception I watched
people follow the cues I left throughout; walk in and go to the altar space, see the writing
on the wall, sit down and read or watch the video, and exist in the space of comfort I
provided. I noticed that most of the time only one person engaged in the space at a time,
almost as if there was some privacy to be had. There is something endearing about
thinking about people giving other people the space to intake the words and images
throughout the installation.
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